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PART ONE

I love my husband, but he is such a cheater.

A couple of weeks ago I was coming home from a business trip. I was three days horny, and, believe me, that is a lot for me.

So I pull up to the house and there’s a strange car in the drive way.

Huh? Jim worked at home, so I figured maybe somebody had come to call on him for work.

I pulled past the driveway and over to the curb. I got out and walked back towards the house. I had on flats, so my usual click, click, click of high heels wasn’t present. I slid under the garage door, which was half open, it was closer than the front door, and entered the kitchen.

Now, I respect Jim’s work. He makes good money, and I didn’t want to interrupt if he was having some serious wheelings and dealings, so I walked silently. Not tip toeing, but just walking gently.

I heard voices and frowned. I recognized Jim’s but the other voice was…a woman’s?

Well, Jim could have a woman call on him. Maybe she represented a company and they wanted him to do some work. I walked silently through the kitchen and stopped just outside the foyer, I listened, and now I only heard Jim’s voice.

“Oh, baby, yeah! That’s the way I like it. Uh…uuh…put your finger up my asshole…yeah! Oooh, I think I’m gonna…I’m gonna…”

Wha….? What the hell…

I stepped into the foyer and faced the living room.

Jim was standing in front of the couch, facing me. The girl was sitting on the couch, and she had a mouth full of my husband’s cock. And my husband’s cock was spewing.

Jim had his head back and he was shooting the first rope down the slut’s voracious mouth.

“What the fuck is this!” I screamed.

The girl popped up and faced me.

Jim just stood there with his cock spitting semen. He shot streams all over the backside of the woman who had just sucked him to a frothy cum. He drooled his slime on the couch.

He saw me. He looked right at me, but he didn’t care, and it wasn’t just that he was getting his rocks off. He just had this stupid, happy expression on his face and kept cumming.

“Who the fuck are you!” I screamed.

She was shorter than me, and nekkid as the day she was born. Totally flustered, her make up was smeared and her big tits hung down, and I advanced on her.

“You come in here and fuck my husband and…”

“I didn’t fuck him,” she whined, trying to gather her clothes.

I grabbed her long hair and jerked and she went with me. I dragged her towards the front door.

“But I didn’t get paid, yet!” she wailed.

She tried to struggle out of my grasp, so I shifted my grip. I closed a fist around her over-sized nipples.

A look of real pain shot through her eyes.

By now we were in the foyer. She had dropped half her clothes, she was crying, and I opened the door and tossed her out.

All she had a bra and one high heel, but I didn’t care. I snarled, “I’m getting my husband’s shot gun and coming back here.” I slammed the door. Hard. The whole damned house rattled.

I turned back to Jim.

He was just finished his orgasm. His back shook and then he grabbed his cock and flicked a bit of squirtem off it.

“You son of a bitch!”

Outside I heard a car door slam. The woman had taken me at my word and run for it. She was going to drive home with just a bra and one high heel. Good. And I ended up putting her clothes in a bucket and pouring bleach on them, then throwing them in the garbage can. No recycling for her shit.

“What do you have to say for yourself.”

The son of a bitch just smiled, sort of loopy, and that’s when I got it.

My husband of ten years was not only fucking whores, but he was on something.

“Oh, that was a good one.”

My mouth dropped open. It was incongruous, such a response. What the hell was going on?

“Don’t be such a Debby Downer,” he grinned, and then he just sauntered past me towards the bedroom.

I followed, wanting to screech like a Harpy. Wanting to stick my foot, shoe and all, up his ass. But he wouldn’t have cared. He was stoned. He was on something. The whole world was soft and cuddly to him.

I wasn’t feeling soft and cuddly.

He flopped down on the bed, glanced over his shoulder at me, and said, “Welcome home, honey.” Then he laid his head down and closed his eyes.

I went to him and lifted one arm. Nothing. I dropped it and it fell on the bed. He was passed out.

I took care of the whore’s clothes, as previously described. I took a shower. Somewhere in there I began to cry. Anger gave way to tears and I sobbed my heart out.

The love of my life. A cheater. And a drug abuser. And he didn’t even care!

I stepped out of the shower and dried off. While I rubbed the towel over my body I could see him, snoring loudly now, on the bed.

Images floating through my mind. Beating him with a belt while he slept. Let him wake up with the bloody stripes of a convict.

No. I wasn’t a physically cruel person.

An image of future years, him buying whores and bringing diseases home. Me catching syphilis, gonorrhea, even AIDs.

Him smiling and cheerful as they carted him away with me shooting a gun at him.

But I wasn’t the violent sort. I know, I showed a bit of violent behavior when I kicked that whore out of my house, but that was different. That was heat of the moment. With time for reflection I never would have done that.

I dressed and left the bedroom.

I went into the kitchen and got down the booze. Bourbon and Coke. I poured myself a stiff one, and, at that moment, Sally drove into the driveway.

Sally’s my bestie. We’ve been through thick and thin and had the best time of our lives.

Now I watched as she strode up the driveway. A good looking woman, with red lip and big tits.

I grunted as thoughts of other women assaulted me. The other woman. The whore I had kicked out of the house.

Sally entered the house and called, “Tammi? How come you’re not parked in the driveway? How—“ she entered the kitchen and saw me. Saw the shattered look on my face. “What?”

And I began crying all over again.

We sat on the patio, the sun bright and shining, my life feeling like shit. Sally had seen my hubbie, naked and passed out, and now she was sitting with me, and we were sipping our bourbon at a rapid rate.

“Are you going to leave him?”

Bitterly, I snapped, “I love him.”

She nodded.

“So what are you going to do?”

“Talk with him.” But my voice revealed the depths of my hopelessness.

“That son of a bitch,” she mused. “And here I thought he was one of the good ones. Good, old Jim would never cheat on you. And you never suspected anything?”

“Oh, he’s always been a little too friendly with ladies, and I have seen his hands wander a bit, but I thought he was just flirting. A guy thing.”

Sally shook her head slowly. “Bastard.”

“So what would you do?” I asked.

She smiled at me. “Pack his pecker in cement and make him stand in one place while I parade beautiful woman before him.”

I laughed, a quick snort that brought bubbles to my nose. I was shattered, and I needed a laugh. And she was so matter of fact in her description…

We drank some more, and then she said, “Why don’t you?”

“Why don’t you what?”

“Do what I just suggested.”

“Pack his pecker in cement?”

“Well, not exactly, but there are other ways to do this. Ways that wouldn’t hurt him, and yet he would get the lesson.”

I mulled that over. “How…what did you have in mind? How would we do it?”

“Let me get back to you. I want to talk to some of the girls in The Club. See what they think. Do a little brainstorming.”

I opened my mouth to speak, then stopped.

The Club was what we called our little group of women. We were friends over the years and we liked to get together every few weeks or a month and have a hen party. We would chat and gossip and trade secrets and talk to each other.

Not a few of the girls had had problems that a talk with the other girls had solved.

Still, I didn’t want my marriage problems broadcast.

Then I shrugged that thought off. Who better than friends?

“Okay,” I said. “But I need to talk to Jim first.”

“If he doesn’t even care, if he actually is talking drugs, you won’t have much luck.

Sadly, I thought she was right. But I had to try.

“I don’t see what the problem is, babe.” He was awake now, feeling a little guilty, but only a little.

“You’re not home, I get a little horny, it’s only a few bucks for a blow job…”

“So a blow job isn’t sex?”

“Not really.”

“And it’s not breaking your marriage vows? Your vows to me? Your wife?”

“But honey…” He weaseled on.

This was going nowhere.

“What about the drugs? What were you taking?”

“Just a little Vicodin. It helps me unwind. I get real tense sometimes.

“So you buy cheap sex and take drugs to relieve your pressures. What happened to honest communication? With your wife, maybe?”

“You’re always busy. And I don’t want to bother you with my problems.”

“So you feel justified in screwing around.”

“Now, honey, I already explained about that.

“Yeah, blow jobs aren’t sex.”

“Exactly!” He was actually relieved. He thought I understood.

I turned around and left the room. I stomped into the bedroom and he didn’t follow me. I picked up my cell and hit a contact.

“Sally?”

“Yes?”

“Let’s do it.”

I hung up the phone.

Two weeks later.

I made Jim a delicious dinner. Steak and potatoes smothered in butter and grease. A tall drink. Apple pie for desert.

He devoured the meal and I served him a second drink. He never noticed the little bits of white material floating in his drink. He went to sleep quickly and easily, right in the middle of a sentence. And the sentence, interestingly enough was: “So I guess you’ve gotten over all this stupid anger about me and…and, me and girls…and…” Snore.

The warehouse was dark. Pitch black. The windows were covered with black plastic, even the spaces around the doors were blocked. If it was a painting it would have been a black bear in a coal mine at midnight.

“Wah…what’s happening?” Jim’s voice rose up in a quavery tone.

The lights were turned on. The light. A small, yellow cone shone down from the ceiling. He was well lit, but the shadows only showed the dim, naked figures of buxom ladies wearing hoods.

He was lying, curled up, his head raised, trying to figure things out. His penis was chained to a big ring bolt in the floor. His wrists were fastened to his thighs. His face began to look panicky.

He sat up, looked down between his legs, looked around the room.

Eight women on the rim of the cone of light. He was able to see that they were naked. He took note of the paddles laying next to their chairs. He could barely see, by squinting, that they were wearing hoods.

I knew he would recognize my body, but he would never guess at the identities of the others. He always chuckled about my club, and had only met a couple of the ladies, and that in passing.

“James Haskins!” A voice thundered out. It was one of the girl’s mothers, who was an ex-actress and who had begged to be included. She was in the deep shadows, and her voice was thundering, stentorian, dooming. “You have failed womankind!”

“What? Who…who are you?” He was fearful, close to tears.

“You have been found cheating on your wife.”

“What? No…no! It was only a blow job! It wasn’t really sex!”

“Is that your defense? That your silly little dick spitting into a whore’s mouth is not sex?”

I almost giggled.

“Look! I’m sorry! I didn’t mean to hurt anybody! It was just…it was just…” and he started to cry.

That was good enough for me. I just wanted remorse. I figured that if he was willing to change then everything would be all right.

The girls, however, felt differently.

The voice boomed out, “What shall be his punishment!”

One of the hooded figures stood up, she stepped into the light.

It was Roxanne. She had probably the biggest tits of all of us, and they were standing up big and proud. She held her paddle in her hand.

Jim’s head snapped up. He stared at her, and, son of a bitch, I could see the lecher in him.

Roxanne stepped forward.

Jim tried to move around, but he only had two feet of chain. He squatted, and turned as she circled him.

And his dick started to grow.

“Your penis reveals your true thoughts!” thundered the voice.

“No! No!” yelled Jim, but it was too late. He had a full erection.

“James Haskins! Touch your head to the floor and receive your punishment for unauthorized erections!”

Unauthorized erections? Where did she come up with this stuff. I put a hand under my hood and stifled my laughter. The girl next to me, Sally, snaked a hand over to pinch my thigh and remind me to keep shut.

“What…what do you mean?”

“Put your head to the floor!”

Slowly, and with difficulty, it was hard with his hands tied to his thighs, he assumed the position. He lay on his side, then rolled over so that his head could touch the floor. His butt was perfectly positioned.

Roxanne circled him, got set, and…WACK!

Oh, Jim howled. He scuttled and cringed and tried to cover himself. But Roxanne was done.

Roxanne strutted back to her place and backed into the shadows.

I noticed that Jim had lost his erection.

Another girl stepped forth. This was Lacy. She had good boobs and a round butt. Jim looked up.

She just stood there, and Jim’s dick started to grow.

“James Haskins! Your penis reveals your true thoughts!”

James looked down. He saw his penis getting big and bold. He looked up, “No! No! I can’t help it! It just…it just does it on its own!”

“Assume the position!”

James didn’t want to. He didn’t move. But we had prepared dialogue for this. Lacy was the one who got to deliver the dialogue. “Listen, buster. We aren’t going anywhere until you assume the position.”

Sniffling, James timidly lay on his side and worked up so that his head was on the floor.

Lacy walked around behind him. The wind up…the pitch…WACK!

James fell over, I could see his ass was red on both cheeks. He was sobbing. His penis immediately shrunk.

Lacy returned to her place and another girl stepped into the light. Big boobs, and she stood with a slight spread to her legs so he could see her coosh.

James tried not to look.

“Look at your accuser!” yelled the voice.

It took a minute, but finally James looked at her. And his penis started to grow.

“James Haskins! Your penis reveals your true thoughts!”

“Oh, no…no!” And I knew that if James could have hit his penis to make it stop growing he would have.

“Assume the position!”

It took a while, but James had to confront the situation. He wasn’t going anywhere. He was terrified. He didn’t know what else was going to happen to him. But, finally, he was ready.

WACK!

It took an hour to get through all the girls, including me, but when we were done James was sobbing, tears were flowing, and he was cursing his dick for getting hard for each new girl.

Finally, we were done.

The girls in The Club all stood up and walked in a line towards a door. They walked softly, but he could probably hear them. There was only one woman left. Me.

We had discussed my choices. Leave him and call the police. Undo him and give him clothes. Other things. What I had finally decided on, however, was simple, but insidious.

I walked to the center of the room. I placed a glass of water in front of him. I turned around and left.

Jim was thirsty by now. He picked up the water and drank. And shortly went to sleep.

“Rise and shine!” I chirped cheerfully, springing out of bed. “It’s a new day!” I drew the curtains back.

Jim bolted upright. He stared around wildly.

I pretended not to notice. I walked into the bathroom. “Did you have sweet dreams?”

I waited for the shower to get hot, and watched him in a little hand mirror I had propped into a corner. He would never notice it, but I would see him.

He got out of bed, gingerly. He rubbed his ass, turned around and looked over his shoulder at it.

It was bright red. Both cheeks. He was going to be sitting softly for a couple of days.

Smiling, I got into the shower.

As I soaped and lathered and shampooed and all that kind of stuff I was thinking about how well this worked out.

The only fly in the ointment was that we hadn’t filmed it. It would have been nice to have that reminder, maybe show it to Jim if he ever felt like wandering.

Still, he had gotten the message. I was sure he was cured.

Little did I know.

Time passed, and maybe I should blame myself for what happened next. You see, even though I loved Jim, and though he had been shown the error of his ways, I didn’t want to make love.

I tried it a couple of times, but just started crying and pushed him away.

I think a year or two and I would have gotten over it, but the sad truth was that while Jim had been handled, I still had a deep hurt that hadn’t been handled.

So I didn’t go back to sleeping with him.

The thought made me miserable, but I didn’t, and I tried not to even think about it.

A recipe for disaster, especially given his history, if ever there was one.

My first clue was his happiness.

At first he was sort of hang dog. He knew I had been part of the scene that had humbled him, and every time I looked at him, and maybe gave a smirk, he knew.

Then, he stopped being hang dog. He just started smiling a lot, and I knew…he was playing with drugs again.

I didn’t say anything, but I did do a little snooping, and I found his stash. I didn’t throw it out, or confront him, or do anything drastic. I was hurt, and I was still in the throws of my own depression, and I just wanted to stand back and figure things out.

But it made me start to suspect him, and I determined to track him down, to catch him in the act.

Now, I don’t know what I would have done. I was just sort of mildly obsessed. I was like a dog chasing a car, if I had actually caught it I would have been stumped.

I examined his computer. Nothing there. Well, a few websites that were inappropriate, but…so what? Is there a guy alive who doesn’t look at a little porn? And I reasoned that if he was watching porn then maybe he wasn’t going out and getting it. Silly me.

I checked his phone numbers. He didn’t have a lot of them, but they all seemed above board. Nothing that screamed out: Blow Jobs! $75!

I went back to his computer, and I was staring at it, and then I realized…I had checked his browsing history, but what about his email?

Nothing.

I hummed. I tapped my fingers on his desk. I went and got a drink and just thought. I knew something was going on. I just didn’t know how to find it.

And, on a whim, I don’t know why, I typed into his browser ‘blow jobs.’ Now, when you type into Google the computer will finish filling it out for you. I had reached ‘Blo,’ and I saw a list of links hanging from the address box.

I stopped.

‘Blow jobs, how to do’

‘Blow jobs, self taught. (Huh?)

‘Blow jobs…’

Yadda yadda yadda.

And, at the bottom of the list, ‘Blow jobs by Marilyn.’

I clicked on the link.

Bingo…fucking bingo!

The picture of the girl whose ass I had kicked.

A password required. I ran the cursor over the box and the passwords were computer loaded. I clicked. I was in.

Pages of them messaging.

‘I want you. I can’t wait to feel your cock on my lips.’

‘Not tonight, my wife is still awake.’

‘Can’t wait to suck your tits.’

‘You should talk…you’ve got the most sensitive nipples in the world!’

And, at one point, Jim actually said,

‘My wife doesn’t understand me. Oh, if only I was married to you.’

My mind stopped. If only he was married to her?

I checked the dates. I scrolled back. I found messages that were sent during our vacation, when I was hauling him off the beach to suck and fuck him to a fare thee well. He was talking to her, dreaming of her sweet lips, and willing to pay her $75 a shot.

Motherfucker!

But there were a lot of messages that were sent after he had been to the warehouse.

I closed the computer.

I think, at that point, I was probably officially insane.

I had no feeling. I was like a psychopath, watching a spider crawl into a fire, no emotion, just wanting to see the quick flare of fire as the spider burst into flames.

The spider being my husband, of course.

Two days passed, I had lunch with Sally, and I think that helped bring me out of it.

Jim was so happy on his drugs he didn’t see the insane calmness of me. I probably would have snapped one night and taken a baseball bat to him while he slept.

But Sally helped.

“Uh, oh. What the hell is going on.”

I had sat down and smiled at her. My smile must have been ghastly. A rictus of crazy frightening at worst.

“Oh, nothing.”

She ordered a couple of drinks. Then made me drink both of them. She watched to make sure I did, and I did. I gulped those suckers like they were the keys to the kingdom.

She reached across the table and took my hand. “Out with it.” And she wouldn’t let go of my hand. She wouldn’t look away. She kept calling me back to her with her eyes when I tried to look away.

“Oh, it’s nothing.” I said, airily. Desperate and breaking into little pieces.

“Jim,” she stated.

I cracked and fell into an ocean of tears.

I sobbed and I sobbed, my back rippling, my chest gasping for air.

She just waited.

The waiter came up to ask if everything was all right. She just moved him along.

After 15 minutes I slowed down.

After a half hour I stopped.

I stared at her with red eyes, mascara a ruin, but somehow empty and refreshed. I was going to be okay.

After a little revenge, of course.

“Tell me,” she commanded.

I told her of my suspicions, of Jim being too happy, of find his drugs, of searching his computer and finally finding his emails.

She nodded, listened, and when I was done, she simply got up, came around the table and hugged me.

Everybody in the restaurant was watching, of course, but we didn’t care.

She gave me hope, and I needed it. And The Club was called for an emergency session.

I fixed Jim a big dinner. He was happy, so it may have been wasted, but I did, and at least knew that it would be consumed.

It was consumed. Jim thanked me, and wandered off. Vacant, horny, wanting to get back to his internet lover.

I hummed while I did the dishes. Heck, I hummed all that night. And I checked his messages with ‘Mistress Marilyn.’

La de da. Nothing. But I knew it was coming.

Nine days later it came.

‘I’m sorry. I don’t know why, I just couldn’t get it up.’

‘Don’t worry, lover. Next time I’m going to suck you so hard your asshole will whistle.

His asshole will whistle? I laughed. I liked that.

I invited Sally over and showed her the message. Oh, what a laugh we had.

And the girls of The Club started dropping by.

They all had big grins, and especially when they greeted Jim. And they took to hugging him.

And they even made a point of brushing their hands across the front of his pants.

Jim was, of course, made extra horny by this, and he badly needed a blow job.

Six days later.

‘I’m sorry. I don’t know what’s wrong.’

‘It happens, lover. You should probably see a doctor, though.’

I printed out the message and showed it to the girls. they all chortled and snickered. They hugged me and we had little celebrations.

More and more I invited the girls over. It became rare for Jim to not see one or two of the girls during the day, and I spent hours on the phone at night.

Jim stayed happy, but there was a haggardness to his happiness. The drugs were making him happy, but there was an underlying problem that was making his life a problem.

He couldn’t get hard.

No boners for Jimmy boy.

No erections, hard ons, chubs or anything.

He was just a slack worm, and the slacker he got the more worried he got, and the more it showed through his drug haze, and the more the girls and I laughed.

Finally, the day came.

“Jim? Baby?”

He looked at me. We had just finished dinner and he was sitting there, caught in his own stew.

“I know we haven’t done it much, but I…I think maybe if we try…maybe tonight…”

Oh, he was caught. Conflicted. He wanted to fuck in the worst possible way, but he hadn’t had a boner for a month. Mistress Marilyn had even messaged him,

‘Call me when you can get it up.’

So he wasn’t even getting blow jobs, and now I was sitting there asking for a fuck.

I could see his mind running over the fact that he couldn’t get hard. But…God! He…he…he had to do something!

“Well, uh…I haven’t been feeling…”

I unbuttoned my blouse. Right there. In the kitchen.

He gulped as my big boobs came into view.

I shimmied out of my dress.

He gulped again, his eyes were still on my boobs.

I took off my bra. His mouth sort of opened, and a weird sound came out. A sighing sort of a gasp.

“Jim? Baby? I really need it. Please?”

He didn’t move. Wanted to move, but I knew his dick wasn’t getting hard.

“Jim?” I took his hand and pulled him to his feet. I led him out of the kitchen, down the hallway, into the bedroom.

I heard a slight sound behind me and knew that the girls were filing in and arranging themselves in the living room. They were quiet, and Jim never suspected a thing.

I pushed him on the bed and started working on his zipper and buckle. In a trice he was naked, and I took his slack cock in my mouth.

“Uh…oh…” he grunted, but there was nothing there. He was making sounds out of habit, not out of any lustful feeling.

“Look,” I said cheerfully, “I’m deep throating you.” I took his entire dick in my mouth. Erect I couldn’t do that. Slack, it was easy. I rolled the slug around in my mouth and sucked and tongued the slumping dick.

He groaned, but it wasn’t pleasure, it was frustration. He couldn’t get it up. He couldn’t be a man.

I grabbed his nuts and squeezed them. I played with them, I batted them. I stuck my finger in his asshole.

He made sounds, especially when the digit went up his button, but his cock stayed asleep.

Nothing there.

I stood up and looked down at him. His face was a study in misery.

“What’s the matter? Don’t you love me?”

“Oh, honey, I do…I’m just tired.”

“Like you’ve been tired for the last month?”

His face rippled in surprise that turned to shock.

“What?”

“Well, like the girl says, I paused, then said it with significance.

‘Call me when you can get it up.’

He blinked. Things were coming together in his mind. He realized where he had heard that phrase before.

“Tammi?”

I grinned and stepped away from him.

He got to his feet and walked towards me.

I turned and walked down the hallway.

“Tammi? What do you mean? What do you…”

He froze. He was coming out of the hallway and saw the ladies sitting in a semi circle, facing him, their hoods on.

“Oh, fuck,” he whispered, his face turned grey.

“James Haskins!” A voice thundered. Marsha was a matronly woman, the ex-actress, and she stood behind the circle. Her voice a weapon.

“Oh, god!” Jim blurted, then he fell to his knees. It didn’t matter that he was in his own home, he was being called to task.

“Stand here, Jim.”

I lifted him up and positioned him facing the ladies.

He stared at them.

They took their hoods off and smiled at him. Some of the smiles were quirky, some rueful, some amused.

“Oh, God,” Jim repeated.

“Jim Haskins,” Marsha spoke in a normal voice. “You have cheated on your wife for the last time. We are an old and powerful coven of witches, and we have laid a spell on you.

“We are going to set a task out for you, and if you accomplish it, we might return the function of your penis to you. If you don’t, then…” she shrugged, like ‘so what.’

In truth, I had added one drop, that’s all it took, of medroxyprogesterone acetate, to his food.

That was the drug used to ‘chemically castrate’ sexual offenders. But it didn’t really castrate them, it just stopped erections, and when it wore off, after about six months, erections were possible again.

But Jim didn’t know that, and, for all he knew, we really were witches. Oh, how delightful. I had a stick and I couldn’t wait to use it!

“What…what do I have to do?”


PART TWO

“Good morning, honey,” I woke cheerfully. I turned over in bed, splatted a big kiss on his cheek, and got up.

Jim lay there, no expression on is face.

I looked at him.

Quickly, he put out some false cheer. “Good morning…dear.”

I smiled. I was naked, and I stood spread legged, giving him a fine view of my bush. “And how’s my wonderful hubby this morning?”

“I’m fine. How are you?” He was like a robot trying to be a human.

“Oh, I’m fine.” I jumped back onto the bed and lay on my belly. “Give me a back rub.”

Quickly, he slid out from under the covers and squatted over me. He began massaging my back, my waist, but butt, my legs. His hands squeezed and kneaded.

“Mmm. You’re going to have strong hands in six months.”

“Yes, dear.”

“Let me turn over and…ah, yes. Do my front, and then get me off.”

He gently dug his hands in and massaged me. He especially worked on my breasts, and sucked the nipples.

I knew he was hurting inside. He couldn’t get it up, but that didn’t mean he couldn’t get horny. In fact, he was going to be more horny than ever. We were ordering lots of hormones for him, and we had selected chemicals that would increase his estrogen, but not interfere with his horniness. And with all the massaging and sex he was going to be putting out…he was going to be hornier than a bull on viagra. But he was going to be a cow. Heh heh.

Finally, I was nice and hot and tilting my hips towards him, and he went down for the finish. For long minutes he ate me and I arched my back and stuck my pussy into his face. Hard. I loved the feel of his soft tongue slithering up my slit.

“Nibble the kibble,” I moaned. That was my code phrase for suck my clit.

He did, and I gasped.

“Use your fingers.”

He started with one finger, but quickly went to three. I felt my juice gushing over his hand, and I said, “Now.”

He started jamming three fingers in and out of me. I could feel his knuckles hitting the rim of my hole. I gasped, and I bucked and squirted.

“OH, YEAH!”

Jim eased off and backed away. I lay there and luxuriated. Waking up with a massage and a cum, every day, how delicious.

I sighed and sat up. “That was wonderful. Thank you, dear. Go get my shower ready.”

He scampered into the bathroom and made sure the water was exactly the right temperature.

“Marsha? Are you here?”

Click, click, click. Marsha loved her high heels. Wore them everywhere. She entered the bedroom. “My, that sounded like a good one.”

“Heavenly,” I affirmed. “I’m going to shower now, you want a cum?”

“Why, I don’t mind if I do.” She giggled and began taking off her blouse.

I smiled. For an older lady she had a wonderful set of ta tas. Big and bulbous, overflowing. They weren’t as big as Roxanne’s, but they were firmer.

“Have a wonderful time,” I said. I walked into the bathroom. Jim held the door open for me and closed it gently when I was under the water.

Ah…this was the life. It had been one month since Jim had been acquainted with his new life, and I honestly didn’t know why all women didn’t do this: chemically castrate their man and hold his function as reward for service.

And it was wonderful turning him into a woman.

He was starting to get boobs. His skin was finer, and the fat was already redistributing on his face.

And he was becoming quite accomplished at putting on make up.

Of course, his horniness kept reminding him that he was a man, but that was okay.

I soaped and loufahed and washed my hair. I listened, with a smile, as Jim worked on Marsha. She was such a nasty girl. She would deliberately not wash her pussy, and loved it when he wrinkled his nose or hesitated. She also had a wart down there, and she delighted in making him suck it.

Oh, so nasty. I laughed.

I stepped out of the shower and Jim was waiting with a towel.

“Thank you, dear,” I said as he dried me off.

I walked out of the bathroom and sat down at the make up table. Jim had the hair dryer out and running. He gently brushed my hair out as he dried it.

“Give me some good waves today, slave boy.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

Finally, my hair dry, I began putting on make up. “You can start yours while you wait.”

“Yes ma’am.” He moved to the side of the table and began working with his little box of creams and lotions and such. He was becoming expert with concealer, foundation, blush and all the other skin products, and I loved watching him when he curled his eyelashes. Men have such long, thick lashes, and his thickened up and curled and looked like they were almost fake.

“Jim?” I asked as I put on lipstick. “How’s it going?”

“Wonderful, dear.”

“No. I mean really. Tell me your true feelings.” I did this every once in a while. First, I really wanted to know. Second, to get him to verbalize his emotions was a wonderful thing. With the hormones kicking in, and his emotions running high, it made him so girly to talk about what was bothering him.

He sighed. “I’m okay.”

“Do I detect a little reticence in that statement?”

“Oh, no.”

But I could read him like a book. “Come on, out with it. Truth between girlfriends.” He didn’t really like it when I called him my girlfriend, but that was one of those ‘so what’ things.

He soughed, heavily, and said, “It’s sort of fascinating to…to look at my make up. Or to feel nylons slithering over my hairless skin.”

I giggled. “Would that give you a hard on if you were actually a man?”

He actually blushed a little. “I think it would.”

I stood up and looked at him, and he began to cry. Little tears leaked out of the corners of his eyes.

“What’s wrong, little Jimmy?”

“I don’t…I don’t know.”

“Is it the hormones?”

“I think so. Yeah.”

“Say ‘yes,’ not ‘yeah.’ It’s much more feminine.”

“Okay. I mean yes.”

“Well, have a good cry, and check your make up before you come out.”

“Yes, dear.”

I left him there, little bits of mascara washing down his face.

“Rise and shine, sluts!” I called into the spare bedroom. Roxanne and Sally were spending a few days. “Get him while he’s hot!”

A pillow flew at me and I easily sidestepped it. I continued down the hall.

Marsha was in the kitchen, starting the breakfast.

“You should be letting Jimmy do that.”

“I know. But he gave me such a delightful cum, and I like to work. So I thought…”

“You’re a kind person,” I kissed her cheek.

“For a witch,” she responded, and we both gave out evil cackles.

I sat at the table and Marsha put some orange juice in front of me. I sipped, and noted Jim coming down the hall. He was walking softly, carrying his high heels. As he passed the spare bedroom Roxanne’s voice yelped. “I saw you! Don’t you try avoiding your duties. Now get in here and start eating.”

Jim’s shoulders slumped and he turned and went back into the bedroom. shortly I heard the sounds of grunts and groans and squeals. I laughed.

“The poor boy. He does suffer so.” Marsha placed a plate with an egg on it, perfectly done, on the table. “Sausage in two minutes.”

I began eating, listening to Jim slurp and use his talents.

“He hates eating girls out after he’s put on his make up.”

“As I said, poor boy.” Marsha showed no mercy, just enjoyed everything.

Ten minutes later I was done eating, and Roxanne was out of the bedroom. Five minutes later Sally sauntered in, looking a little weak kneed.

Jim slunk down the hallway to repair his face.

“Well, girls,” I spoke as they began eating. “How’s it going.”

“You know, it’s only been a month, but I’m thinking we should keep him this way.”

I know what you mean,” I said. “But we all agreed.”

“Agreements can be changed.”

I smiled. “I don’t think Jim will like that.”

“Are you referring to ‘no vote Jim?’” Marsha was washing dishes, but her ears were quite good.

Roxanne, Sally and I laughed.

“Yes, that’s the one,” Sally tossed back.

Marsha came to us. “You know. It is possible to make him love being a woman, and we could keep our slave.”

“But?” I asked.

“But we would need to go further.”

“Further than feminizing him completely? What’s left.”

“Oh, there are many steps on the road to complete and utter emasculation.” There was a mysterious quality to her voice. “But you would have to be willing, Tammi.”

All eyes were on me. It was my husband, after all.

I pondered. My eyes got that far away look, and they watched me.

Jim. A good provider, but a cheater. Would making him a woman make him stop cheating? Probably. But what would happen when he went back to being a man. And I knew, with sinking heart I knew. A cheater once is a cheater forever.

My eyes unglazed and I faced my friends. “I’ve got a few concerns, but I’m willing to consider it.” I looked at Marsha. “Have you ever done this ‘total emasculation’ thing before?”

She smiled a tight but happy smile. “Oh, yes.” And she began to talk.

Interestingly enough, it was a three week program, and we decided to implement the very next month. In one month his tits would be quite obvious, maybe even large. And he would be unmistakeable as a woman.

One month later, his tits were almost C cups, his face had shifted and become cute. His hair was past his ears and we had layered it to really bring out the highlights.

“Hi, sluts,” Sally chirped, cheerfully, coming through the front door. She had just been out on a date with a fellow named Tom. She had known Tom for years, and knew that he was a big dick, and a big cummer.

She looked at Jim, who was standing by, waiting to wait on the girls. “Come with me.”

Dutifully, he followed her down the hallway. It was delightful to listen to intermingling ‘click, click, clicks.’

Shortly afterwards we were all silent, listening to the sounds of sex.

“Hell, we can’t hear anything. I’m going to go listen.” Marsha slipped her heels off and tip toed down the hallway. The rest of us, there were three other girls plus me, we all wanted to be in on the start of Jim’s emasculation, tip toed behind her.

At the bedroom door we all stopped and turned our heads this way and that to best listen. We were just in time.

“Oh, yes, now eat me!”

He had finished spreading his love all over her breasts and she was ready.

“Oh, yes…yes…Hey! Why are you stopping?”

“There’s…there’s…something is in your pussy!”

“Oh shut up and keep eating.”

“But…but what is it?”

“Eat it. Now. And don’t worry. It not only won’t hurt you, it’s good for you.”

“But…I…I can’t.”

Sally told us later that she had to grab his hair and force his head back down to her juncture. “It’s sperm, you ninnie! Now lick it out!”

“Bummm ahnn caan!”

“Shut up and eat, or you’ll never be a man again.”

We girls had to stifle our giggles, and we walked back down the hallway.

When Sally came out of the bedroom, looking flushed and satisfied we all clapped with our fingertips. She bowed. “Man, that was good. Getting eaten out after you’ve just had a big load deposited in your quim…there is nothing better. It’s so sensitive, and his face just slides around and stimulates you so wonderfully.

15 minutes later Jim entered the living room, and we could tell he was a changed man. He had taken the time to repair his make up, but we could see a redness to his cheeks, a dismay to his eyes, a slump to his shoulder.

“Don’t slouch,” snapped Marsha.

“Yes, ma’am.” He tried to straighten up, but his mind was in shock. I took pity on him.

“Jim.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“How many times have I swallowed your cum.”

He admitted, “A lot.”

“And it was good.”

“But…it was another man’s!”

We all tittered.

Sally said, “All men are the same. All semen tastes pretty much the same. But you’ll find that out pretty quickly now.”

He stared at us, but nobody elaborated.

“Now, honey,” I said. “Every real woman has got to know how to swallow sperm. Lots of it. And you want to be a real woman, don’t you?”

He was caught there. He was commanded to answer in the positive.

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Excellent. Now go make us some drinks.” I turned to the other girls, “I don’t know about you, but I feel like celebrating little Jimmy’s transitioning.”

Little cheers and affirmations.

Jimmy went into the kitchen, trying to to slump. A moment later he was back. “We’re out of liquor.”

We girls looked at each other, mock aghast. Marsha: “Well go get some, you ninny!”

We all laughed.

Now Jimmy was in a quandary. He had never been out of the house, and he had to go to the liquor store. And there was no way out of it.

He tried to hem and haw, to make excuses, but we just laughed and shooed him away.

20 minutes later the door opened and Lacy came in, followed by Jim.

“Guess who I ran into at the liquor store?”

Jim slunk past her, bags in hands, and shortly we heard the sound of drinks being mixed.

“How’d he do?” asked Sally.

“Oh, he was a hoot,” and she described how he was trying to cover himself up with a scarf. “He looked cute and stupid at the same time.”

“What’d you do?” I asked.

“I yelled out ‘Jaime!’” And hugged him like a girlfriend. He found out that in numbers there is strength. He seemed to relax, and was able to complete his mission.

We all had a good chuckle over that, then Jim…Jaime, brought in the drinks.

By the end of the week Jaime was ahead of schedule. He had had to eat the loads out of the girls’ snatches daily, once twice, and he wasn’t even blinking. He would slobber and lick, then swallow whatever came out with no hesitation.

On the last day of that week I went out. Sally had arranged a date with Tom. Mr. Big Cummer, and, I tell you, it is quite amazing to fuck somebody other than your husband, especially after years and years of fucking only your husband.

It was like being out of your body, and all your nerves are twice as fired up, and when you find out that a bigger dick than your husband’s is available… Oh, my. Katie bar the door.

So I laid down on the bed, his side, let him sleep in the wet spot, and had him eat me.

Oh, his eyes were as big as pies when he realized what I had done. He raised up, was about to speak, and I pushed his head back into my valley. “Don’t talk, just eat.”

And he did. It was a thrilling victory for me, and as I came down from my second wonderful cum of the night I thought about how appropriate justice was, to make a cheater eat a cheater’s cum.

Second week.

A couple of the girls who knew carpentry were hammering and sawing in the garage, and Jaime was forbidden to go see what was happening.

That night we held a party. And we all wore dildos. Big old strap ons. Oh, we weren’t all going to rape him, only I had been voted to break him in. But he was going to suck us all, and then I was going to pop his cherry.

“Have a drink, Jaime,” I handed him a glass.

“What?”

“We decided you needed a break. So we’re going to get you a little drunk tonight.”

The ex-drug addict had been refused all alcohol, all drugs, and was on a salad diet. His weight was dropping off wonderfully, but he was starving. But a girl has to do what a girl has to do to keep her waist line, right?”

He tossed that drink down faster than Speedy Gonzalez masturbates, and he was handed another one. Then the fun began.

“Would you like another drink? Jaimie?” Marsha stood in front of him.

He nodded.

“What’s that? Dear boy?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Well, you’re going to have to earn it.”

“What would you like me to do?”

“Suck my cock.”

Jaime turned bright red. You would think that after sucking another man’s juice out of his wife’s pussy he would be done with embarrassment, but he wasn’t. I actually thought it was sort of cute.

Cute or not, he knelt in front of Marsha and put his mouth on her dick.

She grabbed the back of his head and began lightly fucking his face.

He gagged, but manage to control himself.

“Make sounds, dear boy. Show me you love to suck cock.”

“Ah…gah. Yeah.”

We all laughed.

And so the party went. Us girls getting loopy, and Jaimie going from lady to lady, earning his liquor with blow jobs. It was particularly humiliating, and yet delightful.

“Oh…oh…I’m going to cum!” yelled Roxanne, her big tits bouncing. She thrust her hips into his face like she was blowing her load.

Jaime again gagged, but he was learning to take cock down his throat better and better.

“Oh, you’re a mess. At least put some lipstick on!” And shortly all our cocks were getting smeared with red.

And, the good part, Jaime started getting into it. He slobbered and he licked, and he responded to our compliments with a smile and a bit of pride in his eyes.

Finally, we took him out to the garage.

“Lay on the horsie, Jamie,” Marsha commanded.

Jaime looked at it. “What the fuck?”

“More of a how to fuck,” I giggled.

He was drunk, and he was used to following directions, so he laid down on a wide plank with some towels folded across it for cushioning.

The plank was supported by four two by fours, and we quickly secured his hands and feet, a handcuff to each limb.

His face lay on one end in a sort of cradle. His red lips facing whoever wished for a blow job. His butt hung off the other end.

“What now?” he asked.

“Now,” I said to my husband, squatting in front of him so he could see me. “Now I break you in. Are you ready?”

“Sure. Whatever.”

Marsha knelt next to me. “Isn’t it wonderful? Feeling like this?”

“Yeah. Sure.”

I said, “No, really.”

He had stopped crying pretty much, but moisture filled his eyes and he admitted. “It does feel good.” then: “What are you going to do to me?”

“I’m going to emasculate you. Now relax, and learn to take it like a woman.”

I kissed him, on the lips, which I rarely did anymore, and I walked behind him.

“Oh!” Jamie squirmed as I squirted lube onto and into his anal crevice. “What are you doing?”

But he was figuring it out now.

“Making you a woman,” somebody quipped.

I stood behind him then, and I placed my cock head onto his brown star. It fit perfectly and I waited.

Lacy was in front, and she kissed him. And kissed him. And kissed him.

Jaime lost himself in her lips, and I pushed an inch in. The head popped through the rim, and his eyes went wide. Lacy grabbed his hair and kept his face on hers.

Kiss, kiss.

Marsha started rubbing his back.

He relaxed, and I added an inch.

Inch by inch I penetrated him, and, I tell ya, there is something absolutely incredible when you take a man’s power away from him.

He had always been the manly man, assuming ownership with his cock.

Now he had no cock. I did, and I was assuming ownership. His ass was my property.

All the way in. My fake balls up against his limp package.

Lacy backed away and one of the girls knelt in front of him and started taking pictures. Later I would see the look on his face, 8 by 10, shock and awe, a defeat and an acceptance and, in a way, a victory. He was taking it. And…he was liking it.

Marsha nodded to me.

I began to move back and forth, sawing my hips in, giving a twist, pulling out, corkscrewing mercilessly.

Jaime groaned.

Marsha nodded, and I picked up the pace. My hips smacked into his flesh, my cock disappeared into his orifice. Jaime began to make sounds. Gulps, gasps, expressions of delight.

His dick, poor, limp thing, began to ooze sperm. I was hitting the prostate and forcing the semen through his cock. He didn’t feel anything, no spasm nor orgasm, but he was being drained. He was going to be extra horny from here on out.

And, finally, after ten minutes, Marsha held up her hand. Good. I wasn’t used to the fucking motion of the hips the way a man did it, and my muscles were sore.

I backed away and my dick flopped out of his asshole.

Jaime groaned. He had felt full, complete, and now he was empty. I had done it right, and he would crave cock from here on out.

We left him there. We undid the cuffs and just walked out of the garage, turning off the light and leaving him, gasping, sobbing in happiness.

Hours later he would sneak into bed, careful not to wake me. But I was awake, and I was smiling.

The rest of the week the girls took him out to the garage and opened him up. Each night one, or even two girls, would exercise his butthole.

After that first time Jaime didn’t need to be tied down. He would simply go out and lay down and take it.

And he liked it.

And he realized that, in a way, though it resulted in more and more horniness, it provided a form of sexual release.

Eventually, in the weeks ahead, he would come to the girls and ask them to fuck him.

We would, of course, accommodate him.

The end of week three. D day as far as Jaime’s emasculation was concerned.

We held another party, and we wore cocks, and we gave him drinks in return for blow jobs, but we didn’t get him as loopy as before.

To completely emasculate a man one must leave a little wiggle room. Room in which the man must make his own decision. If he doesn’t choose to be emasculated, it is not as effective.

About an hour into the party Tom showed up.

Tom is a hunky fellow. His dick is about eight inches long, not unusually fat, but nice. It really fits into the pussy.

Several of the girls had utilized him, he did shoot such delightful and large loads, and we all gathered around him.

Jaime stood back, watching, wondering, and knowing that something was up.

I took Tom by the hand and took him to Jaime.

Jaime looked completely like a woman now. He was wearing a tight dress, a slit up the thigh, a heart cut into the top so his cleavage, all him, could be presented. His hair was perfect, his make up was impeccable, his lips were red and moist and ready.

“Jaime, Tom is going to be your date tonight.”

Jaime was frozen.

“Shake his hand, girlfriend.”

Sally moved forward and moved Jaime’s hand forward to a shake.

“Give a hug.”

Sally moved him into Tom’s arms.

For a moment they hugged.

I could see Jaime’s eyes were thoughtful. I think he had figured it out. He was going to get fucked. For real.

So we drank a little more. We got Jaime to dance with Tom, and then we all went out to the garage.

“Lay down, Jaime.”

Jaime looked at me, eyes all shiny and opaque, like mirrors. Oh, what mysterious things were going through his mind.

He lay down. There was tension in him, as he gripped the two forward legs with his hands. But we didn’t have to cuff him.

I sat in front of him, gave him some sips of bourbon and Coke, talked softly to him.

He didn’t say much, just listened.

I kissed him gently, “You’re a good girl.”

He smiled.

The girls greased Tom up, then they lubed Jaime. They took their time, fondling him, loving him, making him warm and loose.

Then Tom stepped  between his legs. His cock was hard and loomed large. He placed the tip of his cock to Jaimie’s hole and gently inserted.

Jaimie’s eyes went wide. His back was shivering and rippling.

“Relax, lover.” I whispered to him. I kissed him again. I took my time and really swallowed his lips.

Tom slid smoothly in. We had prepared Jaimie, had stretched him out, and he took the cock in easily.

“Oh,” said Jaime, and I knew he was feeling the wonderful sensation of hot skin rubbing against his anal walls.

Tom began to move in and out.

Oh, the wonder in Jaimie’s eyes. He began to push back, to fuck Tom.

Tom grinned and grabbed Jaimie’s hips. He drove in hard, and Jaime groaned with the pleasure. “Oh…yes…yes….”

In and out. Flesh on flesh. Heat on heat. Jaimie’s mouth was slightly opened. I grabbed the back of his head and kept kissing him. Our lipstick was smeared and he was barely aware of me, but it was all working. He was growing towards a massive explosion.

An actual orgasm. A prostate orgasm. The girls had been careful, kept him on edge, trying to avoid the inevitable, saving him for Tom.

The surges began.

“I feel it,” said Marsha, who was holding his slack penis. “It’s coming.

Jaimie was grunting and groaning and lurching. He was out of control, caught by the tsunami sneaking up on him.

“Here it comes!”

“So do I,” grunted Tom.

Jamie drooled a long stream of sperm out of his limp penis.

Tom began shooting ropes of thick, white liquid into his bowels.

For a long minute they both came, locked up, spasmed out, shooting their guts out.

Then it was over.

By the time six months had passed we no longer used Jamie for a slave. He was one of us. He giggled and gossiped, he joyously ate pussy,  and he had fucked two other men, and Tom several more times, but we no longer made him do anything. He did everything on his own.

One day, he was doing dishes and four of us gals were sitting at the table having a hen party, and he suddenly stopped what he was doing and just looked out the window. His expression was so serious, and he was so obviously thinking, that we all felt it. We grew silent and watched him.

“What is it, Jaimie?”

He turned to us. Wiped his red tipped fingernails on his apron, brushed a strand of hair back. “You aren’t going to turn me back into a man, are you?”

We were silent. Then Marsha said, “I think that’s up to you, Jaimie. What do you want to do.”

He stood there, a once upon a time man, and thought about it. He tilted his head slightly and licked his red lips with his pink tongue. His eyes were charcoal shadowy and his breasts were quite large. Over C cup, and we were betting he would get to D cups.

He said, “Well, I know what I want to do.”

We all sat there and waited for his decision.

“I want to…do the dishes.”

He turned back to the sink and we all laughed.

END
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Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time.

I Changed My Husband into a Woman
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THE classic of feminization.

Alex is ensnared by an internet stalker. Day after day he is forced to feminize. His neighbor finds out and the situation becomes worse. Now his wife is due home, and he doesn’t know what to do. What’s worse, he is starting to like it.
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The ultimate feminine power is discovered…a woman will die, a man will go insane…and the battle between men and women will be decided once and for all! HOT AND STEAMY FEMDOM AT ITS BEST!

Sissy Slaves: The Book!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!

[image: ]

Randy catches his wife cheating, but a mysterious woman is about to take him in hand and teach him that when a woman cheats…it is the man’s fault.
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Sam thought he was a tough guy. He was cock of the walk, a real, live, do or die Mr. Tough Guy.

Then he made a mistake. He took on the wrong … woman.

This is the story of what happened when Sam finally met his match and learned who the really tough people are.
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Jim Camden was a manly man, until the day he crossed his wife. Now he’s in for a battle of the sexes, and if he loses…he has to dress like a woman for a week. But what he doesn’t know is the depths of manipulation his wife will go to. Lois Camden, you see, is a woman about to break free, and if she has to step on her husband to do it…so be it. And Jim is about to learn that a woman unleashed is a man consumed.
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Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why.
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Rick Boston and his beautiful wife, Jamey, move to Stepforth Valley, where Rick is offered a job at a high tech cosmetics company. The House of Chimera is planning on releasing a male cosmetics line, and Rick is their first test subject. Now Rick is changing. The House of Chimera has a deep, dark secret, and Rick is just one more step on the path to world domination!
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This is the second book in the Stepforth Series. The first book is ‘The Stepforth Husband.’

Judd is the product of the Amazons. the Amazons are an ancient race of women who are working for the betterment of mankind.

Judd must go to Stepforth Valley and uncover an insidious plot to make the men of the world into women. He will be chemically changed, betrayed by those who love him, and, in the end, come to the truth of the world.

Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands

A Kindle Customer said of The Stepforth Husband and the Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands: This two book set is an intriguing blending of erotica, adventure, mystery and philosophy. Sated you will be regarding the first three categories and if your world or life views can accept it, be intrigued by the author’s theological speculations as described at the end of the second book. Fiction is always made more interesting when it is based in truth.


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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Alex has to live in an old, decrepit mansion for the summer. Worse, he’s supposed to follow the directions of an old biddy who, right off the bat, makes him wear girl clothes!

Alex is in for a surprise, however, because the house is haunted, and wearing girl clothes is the least of what is going to happen to him!

Feminized by a Ghost


There are MORE full length novels at:

GROPPER PRESS

BUT…

if you want save money

check out the following link…

Big Erotic Collections!

You’ll find massive collections

of the finest erotica in the world!

Just like the ones on the following pages.


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money

SEVEN sexy stories

A sorority that feminizes…’Tootsie’ goes all the way…National lipstick day and all the men in Hollywood start growing breasts…learning to be a man by being a woman, and more, more, more.

The Electric Groin!


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

Men turning into women because of the vaccine…a woman makes her husband wear a chastity device, then they swap bodies…feminization training…feminized by his sister…and more, more!

Quivering Buns


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN sexy stories

A sorority that feminizes, ‘Tootsie’ goes all the way, National lipstick day and all the men in Hollywood start growing breasts, learning to be a man by being a woman, and more, more, more.

The Shivering Bone!


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

A nephew changed into a girl…emasculating a cheating husband…a feminized cop…sentenced to feminization…and a LOT More!

Stories to Pump your Heart


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with SEVEN erotic stories

His penis grows longer when he cheats!…mad scientist changes man into woman!…a man has to learnto be a female model…and much, MUCH more!

The Whisper of Flesh


BIG COLLECTIONS!
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Save money with FIVE erotic stories

A horn dog is feminized…a husband learns about sissyhood…a friendly party becomes an intense sexual competition…12 men play a game, and one of them is a woman …and much, MUCH more!

Skin Games!


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Following is a list of stories from Gropper Press.

Many of them are five star,

all of them are hot and steamy!

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


Big Stories
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The Day the Democrats Turned the Republicans into…Girls! ~ A note from Grace…I got tired of all the politics on TV, everybody yelling at everybody, and everybody knowing they are the only ones that are right…it’s enough to make a girl pick up an erotic book. You know? So, are you ready for the ‘transgenderment’ of half the country?

Long Island Reader said: Certainly different! This book was unlike any gender swap story I have read before. It is well written and quite sexy, but more than that, it is suffused with a sense of humor that really captures our current political dichotomy. What a concept! Be you a Democrat or a Republican, I suggest reading this with an open mind. Wow!


Big Stories
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Feminized for Granny ~ Underwear is disappearing from Joanna’s department store. She catches the culprit, and a spanking reveals that Eric is a cross dresser. Joann realizes there is something very hot about cross dressing, but how far can she push Eric?

Je said: Well written, the story flowed well with believable text. I enjoyed the concept of the story and the emotional turmoil of the the people.


Big Stories
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Feminized in 100 Days ~ Tom loves his wife, but he doesn’t feel worthy. She is so beautiful and powerful. Tammi learns how Tom feels, and comes up with a plan to make Tom feel beautiful and worthy, and It only takes 100 days.

A wonderful tale of erotic sex and the exchange of power.

A kindle customer said: Every man should have a wonderful wife to walk through life by "her" side! I didn't want the story to end!


CHECK IT OUT!

Here are 99 stories! Feminization, female domination, BDSM, male chastity…check out the titles and find one you think might be interesting! And there are more at:

Gropper Press!

The Bank Robber Became a Lady

I Gave My Man Boobs

The Day the Democrats Turned the Republicans into Girls

The Lactating Man

The Sexual Edge

Caught, Humiliated and Feminized!

Sex Changed by Accident

Feminizing Her Husband

The Were-Fem

I Was Feminized by the FBI

The Gender Transformation Plot

We Made Him Our Fem Boy

A Witch Feminized Me

We Feminized Our Boss

The Half and Half Man

The Feminine Vaccination

The Great Gender Swap

Big Femme

League of Lactators

The Sexual Matrix

I Changed My Nephew into a Girl

How to Emasculate Your Cheating Husband

Feminized for Granny

Feminized in 100 Days

Feminized Cop

The Sissy Ride

Sentenced to Feminization

Feminization is in My DNA

Feminization Resources

Body Swapping with Chastity

I’ve Got to Have It

Feminized by My Sister

Feminization of a Salesman

Feminization By Act of Congress

A Man Caught

The Lactating Woman

Listening to Sex

The Feminization Curse

The Man Who Would Be Woman

Feminized by Weight Loss

Feminized for a Million Dollars

A Gang of Women Dominated Me

Taking Charge of My Husband

He Wanted a Real Chest

My Sister Feminized Me

Body Swapping with Hubbie

He Became My Sissy Maid

How to Make Your Husband into a Sissy Slave

Feminization Makes a Whole Man

The Feminized Soldier

He Needed a Female Led Relationship

A Month of Feminization

A Sorority Feminized Me

Being a Woman

Made into a Woman

I Made My Man Grow Breasts

Sexual Limits

The Intersex Man

Male to Female the Hard Way

The Pinocchio Condition

Racing for a Woman

The Great Gender Transformation Conspiracy

To Sacrifice for Love

Feminized by a Neighbor Lady

My Husband the Model

The Party in the Bedroom

The Cure for Limp

I Inherited Being a Woman

Jessie’s Boobs

He Wanted It Tighter

She Wanted It Bigger

Subliminal Feminization

Boob Maximizer

He Was a Female Model

The Politics of Feminization

My Husband Became a Pole Dancer

Mystery Boobs

More Woman Than Man

The Feminization Corps

She Transgendered Me

The Sex Games

Feminization 101

Feminizing the Horn Dog

My Husband is a Sissy

My Husband the Girl

Satan’s Panties

The Picture of Femian Grey

My Mother’s Panties

The Ladies’ Sissy Society

We Feminized a Burglar

Horn Dog Comeuppance

The Ultimate Erotic Fantasy

The Church of Feminization

Oops!

I Feminized a Reporter

The Gender Transformation Club

Emergency Transition

I Made Him My Sissy Slave

Emasculation Made Easy


The Best Erotica in the World is at…

GROPPER PRESS

Novels, short story collections…

there are new books and stories coming out almost every day!

Gropper Press

The BEST Erotica in the World!


If you liked

‘How to Emasculate Your Cheating Husband!’

you will really love…

‘I Changed My Husband into a Woman’

A full length novel by Grace Mansfield

Here is an excerpt…

“What the fuck!”

I roused myself from a deep and very deserved sleep, only to see Roscoe standing next to the bed, looking down at his feet and cursing.

“Wha…” I mumbled, pulling the covers over me and trying to look like I was still asleep. In truth, though I was tired, I was as awake as I had ever been.

“Did you do this?” His voice was going up. “Is this your idea of a joke?”

“Shut up,” I whined. “I wanna sleep!”

“No! Wake up! Why’d you do this?”

“Do what?” and I finally rolled over and made my eyes sleepy and tired.

Oh, baby, was I acting. And I was acting in front of the fellow who had created a half a dozen Best Actor Oscar winners. This was going to take all my prowess to pull off.

“My toes! Look at my toes.”

I blinked, and edged towards the side of the bed so I could look down to where he was pointing. And I exulted. He had felt he had to explain that it was his toes, so he was just working off emotion and blaming whoever was closest. He didn’t have any clue as to why his toes were red.

“What the fuck!” I opened my eyes wide and stared at his tootsies.

“Why’d you do this?”

I looked up at him and put a tiny edge of anger in my voice. “I didn’t do that! Why the hell would I paint my sissy husband’s toes red?” Very important to get the word sissy into the conversation as quickly as possible. “Do I look like I’m the kind of girl who’d marry a sissy?”

He kept trying to look fierce, but I could tell that my arrows had hit the mark. In some odd, almost invisible way he shriveled. He withdrew slightly into himself. I had met the challenge and acted my way out of being the culprit.

“Okay, okay,” then he tried again. “You did this because I jacked off on you the other day.”

“First, I just said I didn’t do that!” I pointed at his toes. “And, I already got you back, and, husband of mine, practical jokes aren’t my forte.” At least they usually weren’t. I was enjoying this; I was thinking of a career change. Sandy Tannenbaum, Practical Joker Extraordinaire!

“So who did this?”

Now I looked at him suspiciously. “There’s only two people in this room.”

He sputtered in outrage, so I kept up the attack. “So why did you paint your toe nails red?”

“I didn’t!”

“There’s nobody else here!” I was pushing him now. I had been accused unfairly (he thought) so I had to act the outrage. I narrowed my eyes. “Are you going pervert on me?”

“I didn’t do this!” he wailed.

“Well I didn’t, and I didn’t figure on waking up next to Bruce Jenner.”

Oh, Jesus!” he almost ran to my make up station and started looking for polish remover. “Where is it!?”

I got out of bed, and went to him. I didn’t want him making a mess, so I handed him a bottle of polish remover. He grabbed at it like a sailor grabs a life preserver after jumping off the Titanic. He sat down and lifted his foot up to the edge of the chair.

“Hold on,” I said. I took the remover out of his hands. “I don’t want you making a mess. Come here.”

I led him into the bathroom. “Put your foot here,” I pointed to the john. He placed his foot on the toilet and I sat cross legged in front of it. I giggled.

“What?” he groused.

“It is sort of cute. Hubbie gives himself a peddie. Make a good TV series.”

He let his breath out in disgust. “I’m a man’s man, not a girly man.”              

Yeah, that’s right, you like to get young girl’s pregnant. how manly. But I didn’t say that, I just thought it, and kept manipulating him.

“Well, you might say so, but Roscoe Junior says otherwise.”

Now, truth, he wasn’t really all that hard, just sort of a morning half woodie, but I reached up and grabbed his meat and in a second he was throbbing in my hand.

“Hey!” he said. But he wasn’t really protesting. What man would object to a pair of sexy hands fondling his man pole? “Take the polish off.”

“Oh, okay.” but the damage was done. He was now erect, and associating that erection with nail polish. Manly man. Huh!

So I hummed a tune and stripped the polish off and returned his toes to their ‘manly’ state.

“Okay,” he said. Standing and looking down at his repaired manhood, uh, nails.

“Not even a thanks?”

“Thank you,” and he did sound abashed. “But I have no idea how…somebody must have broken in and done it.”

“While you slept? They painted your nails and you didn’t even wake up?”

“Well, I was pretty drunk.”

I’ll say.

“Not that drunk,” I lied. “You never get that drunk.”

“Well, yeah. But somebody did it.” We left the bathroom then and re-entered the bedroom. He walked over to the double windows, which led out to a small patio. He tried the doors. “See! they’re open!”

“We’re on the second floor.”

“He had a ladder.”

“He?”

“Well, you don’t think a woman did this?”

“Those nails were done pretty well. Men don’t know how to apply polish that well.” Then I cocked my head and it was obvious what I was thinking.

“Don’t look at me that way! I didn’t polish my own nails.”

I shrugged. “Okay. So Spiderman left off fighting crime for one day so he could paint your nails.”

He made a grimace.

“Or maybe somebody just walked in because our door is unlocked.” I swung the bedroom door opened.

“Well, I don’t…”

“Forget it, Roscoe.” I use his name when I am angry with him, or irritated, and he took notice of that. “just admit that you did some sleep walking.” Then I giggled, “Or sleep toenail painting.”

“Oh, shut up.” he brushed past me and headed down the stairs. It was a mark of how irritated and upset he was that he had forgotten to get dressed.

“Ahem!” I cleared my throat.

He turned at the top of the stairs and looked at me. Oh, the look on his face. Irritated, confused. Priceless.

I looked at his groin, placed an elbow in a palm and wiggled my index finger in the air.

He looked down at himself, mumbled a curse word I dasn’t dare repeat, and stomped back into the bedroom.

This has been an excerpt from

I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Read it on kindle or paperback
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